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THE  ELDER’S  FUNERAL. 

How  beautiful  to  the  eye  and  to  the  heart 
rise  up,  in  a  pastoral  region,  the  green 
silent  hills  froin  the  dissolving  snow  wreaths 
that  yet  linger  at  their  feet !  A  few  warm 
sunny  days,  and  a  few  breezy  and  melting 
nights,  have  seemed  to  create  the  sweet 
season  of  spring  out  of  the  winter’s  bleak¬ 
est  desolation.  We  can  scarcely  believe 
that  such  brightness  of  verdure  could  have 
been  shrouded  in  the  snow,  blending  itself, 
as  it  now  does,  so  vividly  with  the  deep 
blue  of  heaven.  With  the  revival  of  nature 
our  own  souls  feel  restored.  Happiness 
becomes  milder — meeker — and  richer  in 
pensive  thought ;  while  sorrow  catches  a 
faint  tinge  of  joy,  and  reposes  itself  on  the 
quietness  of  earth’s  opening  breast.  Then 
is  youth  rejoicing — manhood  sedate — and 
old  age  resigned.  The  child  shakes  his 
golden  curls  in  his  glee — he  of  riper  life 
hails  the  coming  year  with  temperate  ex¬ 
ultation,  and  the  eye  that  has  been  touched 
with  dimness,  in  the  general  spirit  of  delight, 
forgets  or  fears  not  the  shadows  of  the 
grave. 

On  such  a  vernal  day  ,as  this  did  we, 
who  had  visited  the  el^r  on  his  death¬ 
bed,  walk  together  to  his  house  in  the 
Hazel-Glen,  to  accompany  his  body  to  the 
place  of  burial.  On  the  night  he  died  it 
seemed  to  be  the  dead  of  Winter.  On  the 
day  he  was  buried  it  seemed  to  be  the 
birth  of  Spring.  The  old  Pastor  and  I 
were  alone  for  a  while  as  we  pursued  onr 
path  up  the  glen  by  the  banks  of  the  little 
burn,  ly  had  cleared  itself  off  from  the 
melted  snow,  and  ran  so  pellucid  a  race, 
that  every  stone  and  pebble  was  visible  in 
its  yellow  chcmnel.  The  willows,  the 
alders,  and  the  birches,  the  fairest  and  the 
earliest  of  our  native  hill  trees,  seemed 
almost  Unged  with  a  verdant  light,  as  if 
they  were  budding ;  and  beneath  them, 
here  and  there  peeped  out,  as  in  the  plea¬ 


sure  of  new  existence,  the  primrose  lonely, 
or  in  little  families  and  flocks.  The  b^ 
had  not  yet  ventured  to  leave  his  ceil,  yet 
the  flowers  reminded  one  of  his  murmur. 
A  few  insects  were  dancing  in  the  air,  and 
here  and  there  some  little  moorland  bird, 
touched  at  the  heart  with  the  warm  sunny 
change,  was  piping  his  love-sweet  song 
among  .the  braes.  It  was  just  such  a  day 
as  a  grave  meditative  man,  like  him  we 
were  about  to  inter,  would  have  chosen  to 
walk  over  his  farm  in  religious  contentment 
with  his  lot.  That  was  the  thought  that 
entered  the  Pastor’s  heart,  as  we  paused 
to  enjoy  one  brighter  gleam  of  the  sun  in 
a  little  meadow  field  of  peculiar  beauty. 

This  is  the  last  day  of  the  week — and 
on  that  d^  often  did  the  Elder  walk  through 
this  little  nappy  kingdom  of  his  own,  with 
some  of  his  grandchildren  beside  and  around 
him,  and  oflen  his  Bible  in  hb  hand.  It 
is,  you  feel,  a  solitary  place — all  the  vide 
is  one  seclusion — and  oflen  have  its  quiet 
bounds  beeu  a  place  of  undisturbed  medi¬ 
tation  and  prayer.” 

We  now  came  in  sight  of  the  cottage, 
and  beyond  it  the  termination  of  the  glen. 
There  the  high  hills  came  sloping  gently 
down ;  and  a  little  waterfall,  in  the  distance, 
gave  animation  to  a  scene  of  perfect  re¬ 
pose.  We  were  now  joined  by  various 
small  parties  coming  to  the  funeral  through 
openings  among  the  hills ;  all  sedate,  but 
none  sad,  and  every  greeting  was  that  of 
kindness  and  peace.  The  Elder  had  died 
full  of  years ;  and  there  was  no  need  why 
any  out  of  his  own  household  should  weep. 
A  long  life  of  piety  had  been  beautifully 
closed ;  and,  therefore,  we  were  all  going 
to  commit  the  body  to  the  earth,  assured, 
as  far  as  human  beings  may  be  so  assured, ' 
that  tlie  soul  was  in  Heaven.  As  the 
party  increased  on  our  approach  to  the 
house,  there  was  even  cheerfulness  amoQg 
us.  We  spoke  of  the  early  and  bright 
promise  of  Spring— of  the  sorrows  and 
the  joys  of  other  families-Htf  marriages 
and  births— of  the  new  schoolmaster— of 
to-morrow’s  Sabbath.  There  was  no 


topic  of  which  on  any  common  occasion, 
it  might  have  been  fitting  to  speak,  that 
did  not  now  perhaps  occupy  for  a  few 
moments,  some  one  or  ether  of  the  groupe, 
till  we  found  ourselves  ascending  the  green 
su^ard  before  theooUage,  and  stood  below 
the  bare  branches  of  the  sycamores. — 
Then  we  were  all' silent,  and  after  a  short 
pauM,  reverently  ent^ed  into  the  house  of, 
death. 

At  the  door  the  son  received  us  with  a 
calm,  humble,  and  untroubled  face;  and 
in  his  manner  towards  the  old  Minister, 
there  was  something  that  could  not  be 
misunderstood,  expressing  penitence,  grat¬ 
itude,  and  resi^ation. '  We  all  sat  down  in 
the  large  kitchen;  and  the  son  decently 
received  each  person  at  the  door  and 
showed  him  to  his  place.  There  were 
some  old  gray  beads — more  '  becoming 
gray— and  many  bright  in  manhood  and 
youth.  But  the  same  solemn  hush  was 
oVer  them  all;  and  they  sat  all  bound 
togelheif  in  One  uniting  and  assimilating 
spiHt  of  devotion  ahd  faith.  Wine  and 
btead  was 'to  be  sent  round— but  the  son 
looked  to  the  old  Minister^  who  rose,  lifted 
his  withered  hand,  and  began  a  blessing 
add  a  pVa^er. 

'  There  was  so  much  composure  and 
itillriess  in '  the  old  man’s  attitude,  and 
something  so  affecting  in  his  voice,  tremu¬ 
lous  atid  broken,  hot  in  grief  but  age,  that 
no  soorier  had  he  begun  to  pray,  than 
every  hbaht  and  every  breath  at  once  were 
hushed.  All  stood  motionless,  nor  could 
die  eye  abstain  from  that  placid  and  pat¬ 
riarchal  countenance,  with  its  closed  eyes, 
and  long  silvery  hair.  There  was  nothing 
sad  in  his  words,  but  they  were  all  humble 
and  solemn,  and  at  times  even  joyful* in 
the  kindling  spirit  of  piety  and  faith.  He 
spoke  of  the  dead  man’s  goodness  as  im- 
pierfect  in  the  eyes  of  his  Great  Judge,  but 
such,  as  we  were  taught,  might  lead,  through 
intercession,  to  the  kingdom  of  heaven. — 
Might  the  blessing  of  God,  he  prayed, 
which' had  so  long  rested  on  the  head  now 
cbffined,  not  iorsake  that  of  him  who  was 
now  to  he  the  father  of  this  house.  There 
was  more — ^more  joy,  we  were  told,  in 
bbaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth, 
than  o^r  ninety'  and  nine  just  persons 
vfhich  need  no  repentance.  Fervently, 
tob)  and  tenderly,  did  the  old  man  pray 
for  her,  in  her'  silent  chamber,  who  had 
lost  so^ind  a  parent,  and  for  all  the  little 
chHdren '  rbimd  her '  knees.  Nor  did  he 
efid  hit  prayer  Without  isomn  allusion  to' 


his  own  gray  hairs,  and  to  the  approaching 
day  on  which  many  present  would  attend 
his  burial. 

Just  as  he  ceased  to  speak,  one  solitary 
stifled  sob  was  heard,  and  all  eyes  turned 
kindly  round  to  a  little  boy  who  was  stand¬ 
ing  by  the  side  of  the  Elder’s  Son.  Res¬ 
tored  once  more  to  his  own  father’s  love, 
his  heart  had  been  insensibly  filled  with 
peace  since  the  old  man’s  death.  The 
returning  tenderness  of  the  living  came  in 
place  of  that  of  the  dead,  and  the  child 
yearned  towards  his  father  now  with  a 
strong’er  affection,  relieved  at  last  from  all 
his  fear.  He  had  been  suffered  to  sit  an 
hour  each  day  beside  the  bed  on  which 
his  grandfather  lay  shrouded,  and  he  had 
got  reconciled  to  the  cold,  but  silent  and 
happy  looks  of  death.  His  mother  and 
his  Bible  told  him  to  obey  God  without 
repining  in  all  things ;  and  the  child  did 
so  with  perfect  simplicity.  One  sob  had 
found  its  way  at  the  close  of  that  pathetic 
prayer ;  but  the  tears  that  bathed  his  glis¬ 
tening  cheeks  were  far  different  from  those 
that,  on  the  day  and  night  of  his  grand¬ 
father’s  decease,  had  burst  from  the  agony 
of  a  breaking  heart.  The  old  Minister 
laid  his  hand  silently  upon  his  golden  head 
— there  was  a  momentary  murmur  of 
kindness  and  pity  over  the  room — the 
child  was  pacified — and  again  all  was  re¬ 
pose  and  peace. 

A  sober  voice  said  that  all  was  ready, 
and  the  son  and  the  minister  led  the  way 
reverently  out  into  the  open  air.  The 
sun  was  shining  pleasantly,  and  a  gentle 
breeze  passing  through  the  sycamore, 
shook  down  the  glittering  rain-drops  upon 
the  funeral  velvet.  The  small  procession, 
with  an  instinctive  spirit,  began  to  move 
along ;  and  as  I  cast  up  my  eyes  to  take 
a  farewell  look  of  that  beautiful  dwelling, 
now  finally  left  by  him  who  so  long  had 
blessed  it,  1  saw  at  the  half  open  lattice  of 
the  little  bed-room  wdndow  above,  the  pale 
weeping  face  of  that  stainless  matron,  who 
was  taking  her  last  passionate  farewell  of 
the  mortal  remains  of  her  father,  now 
slowly  receding  from  her  to  the  quiet  field 
of  graves. 

We  proceeded  along  the  edges  of  the 
hills,  and  along  the  meadow  fields,  crossed 
the  old  wooden  bridge  over  the  burn,  now 
widening  in  its  course  to  the  plajn,  and  in 
an  hour  of  pensive  silence,  or  pleasant  talk, 
we  found  ourselves  entenng,  in  a  closer 
body,  the  little  gateway  of  the  churchy^* 
To  the  tolling  of  the  we  movec}  across 


the  green  mounds^  and  arranged  our^lves^ 
according  to  the  plan  and  order  which  our 
feelings  suggested^  around  the  bier  and  its 
natural  supporters.  There  was  no  delay. 
In  a  few  minutes  the  Elder  was  laid  among 
the  mould  of  his  forefathers,  in  their  long 
ago  chosen  spot  of  rest.  One  by  one  the 
people  dropt  a^ay,  and  none  were  left  by 
the  new  made  grave  but  the  Son  and  his 
little  Boy,  the  Pastor  and  myself.  As  yet 
nothing  was  said,  and  in  that  pau^  I 
looked  around  me,  over  the  sweet  burial- 
ground. 

Each  tombstone  and  grave  over  which 
I  had  often  walked  in  boyhood,  arose  in 
my  memory,  as  I  looked  steadfastly  upon 
their  long-forgotten  inscriptions ;  and  many 
had  since  then  been  erected.  The  whole 
character  of  the  place  was  still  simple  and 
unostentatious,  but  from  the  abodes  of  the 
dead,  I  could  see  that  there  had  been  an 
improvement  in  the  condition  of  the  living. 
There  was  a  taste  visible  in  their  decora¬ 
tions,  not  without  much  of  native  feeling, 
and  occasionally  something  even  of  native 
grace.  If  there  was  any  other  inscription 
than  the  name  and  age  of  the  poor  inhabit¬ 
ants  below,  it  was  in  general  some  short  text 
of  Scripture ;  for  it  is  most  pleasant  and 
soothing  to  the  pious  mind,  when  bereaved 
of  friends,  to  commemorate  them  on  earth 
by  some  touching  expression  taken  from 
that  Book,  which  reveals  to  them  a  life  in 
Heaven* 

There  is  a  sort  of  gradation,  a  scale  of 
forgetfulness,  in  a  country  churchyard, 
where  the  processes  of  nature  are  suffered 
to  go  on  over  the  green  place  of  burial, 
that  is  extremly  affecting  in  the  contem¬ 
plation.  The  soul  goes  from  the  grave 
just  covered  up,  to  that  which  seems  scarcely 
joined  together,  on  and  on  to  those  folded 
and  bound  by  the  undisturbed  verdure  of 
many,  many  unremembered  years.  It 
then  glides, at  last  into  nooks  and  corners 
where  the  ground  seems  perfectly  calm 
and  waveless,  utter  oblivion  having  smooth¬ 
ed  the  earth  over  the  long  mouldered 
bones.  Tombstones  on  which  the  inscrip¬ 
tions  are  hidden  in  green  obliteration,  or 
that  are  mouldering,  or  falfing  to  a  side, 
are  close  to  others  which  last  week  were 
brushed  by  the  chisel constant  renova¬ 
tion  and  constant  decay — vain  attempt  to 
adhere  to  memory — and  oblivion  now  baf¬ 
fled  apd  now  triumphant,  smiling  among  all 
the  memorials  of  human  affection,  as  they 
keep  c6ntfnual[y  crumbling  away  into  the 
woiid  of  undistingulshable  dust  and  ashes. 


The  church-3^4,  tQ  the  inha^taiits  of 
a  rural  parish,  is  ine  place  to  wi)|cb,  ap 
they  grow  older,  all  their  thoughts  and 
feelings  turn.  The  yoiing  take  a  Jopk  cff 
it  every  Sabbath-day,  not  always  ^rhaps 
a  careless  look,  but  carry  away  hrpm  it, 
unconsciously,  many  salutary  impressions. 
What  is  more  pleasant  tbain  the  meeting 
of  a  rural  congr^ation  in  th^  dinrch^yard 
before  the  minister  appears  ?,  What  is  there 
to  shudder  at  in'  lying  dowp,  sooner  or 
later,  in  such  a  peaceful  and  sacred  place, 
to  be  spoken  of  frequently  on  l^bbatb 
among  the  grdupes  of  wh^  we  ps^  to  be 
one,  and  our  low  burial-spot  to  be  yisited, 
at  such  times,  as  long  as  there  remains  on 
earth  any  one  to  whom  our  facje  was  dear ! 
To  those  who  mix  in  the  strife  and  dangers 
of  the  world,  the  place  is  felt  to  be , uncer¬ 
tain  wherein  they  may  finally  lie  pt  rest. 
The  soldier — the  sailor— -the  traveller,  can 
only  see  some  dim  grave  dug,  for  him, 
when  he  dies,  in  some  place  obscure— 7 
nameless  and  unfixed  to  imagination.  AU 
he  feels  is  that  his  burial  will  be— on  earth 
— or  in  the  sea.  But  the  peaceful  dwellers 
who  cultivate  their  paternal  acres,  or  tilling 
at  least  the  same  small  spot  of  soil,  shift 
only  from  a  cottage  on  the  hill  side  to  one 
on  the  plain,  still  within  the  J^unds  of  one 
quiet  parish, — they  look  to  lay  their  bones 
at  last  in  the  burial-place  of  the  kirk  in 
which  they  were  baptised,  and  with  them 
it  almost  literally  is  but  a  step  from  the 
cradle  to  the  grave. 

Such  were  the  thoughts  that  calmly  fol^ 
lowed  each  other  in  ray  reverie,  as  I  stood 
beside  th^  Elder’s  grave,  and  the  trodden 
grass  was  again  lifting  up  its  blades  from 
the  pressure  of  many  feet,  now  all— but  a 
few — departed.  What  a  simple  burial  had 
it  been !  Dust  was  consigned  to  dust— no 
more.  Bare,  naked,  simple  and  austere, 
is  in  Scotland  the  service  of  the  grave.  It 
is  left  to  the  soul  itself  to  consecrate,  by 
its  passion,  the  mould  over  which  tears, 
but  no  words,  are  poured.  Surely  tJiere 
is  a  beauty  in  this ;  for  the  heart  is  left 
unto  its  own  sorrow, — according  as  it  is  a 
friend — a  brother — a  parent— or  la  child, 
that  is  covered  up  from  our  eyes.  Yet 
call  not  other  rites,  however  different  from 
this,  less  beautiful  or  pathetic.  Por  wil¬ 
lingly  does  the  soul  connect  its  grief  with 
any  consecrated  ritual  of  the  dead.  Sound 
or  silence — music — hymns — psalms — sa¬ 
ble  garments,  or  raiment  white  as  soow,^ 
all  become  holy  symbol?  soul^ 

affection;  nor  is  it  for  any  man  to  say 


which  is  the  most  natural,  which  is  the 
best  of  the  thousand  shows  and  expressions, 
and  testimonies  of  sorrow,  re^gnation, 
and  love,  by  which  mortal  beings  would 
seek  to  express  their  souls  when  one  of 
their  brethren  has  returned  to  his  parent 
dust. 

My  mind  was  recalled  from  all  these 
sad  yet  not  unpleasant  fancies  by  a  deep 
groan,  and  I  beheld  the  Elder’s  son  fling 
himself  down  upon  the^grave,  and  kiss  it 
passionately,  imploring  pardon  from  God. 

1  distressed  my  father’s  heart  in  his  old 
age — I  repented — and  received  thy  for¬ 
giveness  even  on  thy  death-bed !  But  how 
may  I  be  assured  that  God  will  forgive 
me  for  having  so  sinned  against  my  old 
gray-headed  father,  when  his  limbs  were 
weak  and  his  eyesight  dim !”  The  old 
Minister  stood  at  the  head  of.the  grave, 
without  speaking  a  word,  with  his  solemn 
and  pitiful  eyes  fixed  upon  the  prostrate 
and  contrite  man.  His  sin  had  been  great, 
and  tears  that  till  now  had,  an  this  day 
at  least  been  compressed  within  his  heart 
by  the  presence  of  so  many  of  his  friends, 
now  poured  down  upon  the  sod  as  if  they 
would  have  found  their  way  to  the  very 
body  of  his  father.  Neither  of  us  offered 
to  lift  him  up,  for  we  felt  awed  by  the  rue¬ 
ful  passion  of  his  love,  his  remorse,  and 
his  penitence ;  and  nature,  we  felt,  ought 
to  have  her  way.  ^^Fear  not,  my  son” 
—at  length  said  the  old  man,  in  a  gentle 
voice — fear  not,  my  son,  but  that  you  are 
already  forgiven.  Dost  thou  not  feel  par¬ 
don  within  thy  contrite  spirit  ?”  He  rose 
up  from  his  knees  with  a  faint  smile,  while 
the  Minister,  with  his  white  head  yet  un¬ 
covered,  held  his  hands  over  him  as  in 
benediction;  and  that  beautiful  and  lov¬ 
ing  child,  who  had  been  standing  in  a  fit 
of  weeping  terror  at  his  father’s  agony, 
now  came  up  to  him,  and  kissed  his  cheek 
— holding  in  his  little  hand  a  few  faded 
primroses  which  he  had  unconsciously 
gathered  together  as  they  lay  on  the  turf 
of  his  grandfather’s  grave. 

— — — 

RISE  AND  PROGRESS  OF  THE  METHO¬ 
DIST  SOCIETY, 

IN  TUX  CITT  OF  NXW-YOXK. 

As  many  persons  have  expressed  a  wish  to 
become  acquainted  with  a  people,  who  have 
been  struggling  for  religious  liberty,  against  a 


flood  of  calumny  and  persecution,  and  who 
have  ft>r  upwards  of  Jive  years  bean  able  not 
only  to  hold  their  ground,  but  also  to  tncrsaie, 
all  the  prophecies  to  the  contrary  notwithstand¬ 
ing  ;  and  wishing  also  that  other  denominations 
should  have  a  right  view  of  their  principles  ef 
Church  Government ; — we  have  thought  it  best 
to  give  the  Rise  and  Progress,  as  published  by 
Samuel  Stilwell,  Esq.  in  1821,  with  a  continua¬ 
tion  until  the  present  time ;  hoping  that  it  may 
be  relied  on  as  correct^  and  we  hear  no  more  of 
the  falling  off  and  returning  to  the  Methodist 
Episcopal  Church,  as  many  have  perseveringly 
endeavoured  to  make  out.  If  we  are  Congre¬ 
gational,  or  Presbyterian,  in  Government,  and 
that  is  more  agreeable  to  Scripture  and  reason, 
than  the  Government  of  the  Methodist  Episco¬ 
pal  Church,  from  whence^  we  came  out — it  is 
not  to  say,  that  we  are  any  thing  the  worse 
and  we  are  not  ashamed  to  submit  our  system, 
founded  as  it  is  on  Scripture  and  the  equal  rights 
of  mankind,  to  the  investigation  of  a  discerning 
public. — [Editor.] 

In  the  down-hill  of  life,  when  the 
strength  and  activity  of  the  body  is  declin¬ 
ing,  the  eyesight  withdrawing,  and  the 
ears  growing  dull  of  hearing,  and  those 
things  that,  in  the  prime  of  life,  engrossed 
our  attention,  and  filled  our  hearts  with 
desire,  can  please  and  divert  no  more ;  we 
turn  back  as  by  instinct  to  our  former 
years,  and  trace  in  our  memory  the  almost 
obliterated  lines  and  characters  that  mark¬ 
ed  the  scenes  of  our  childhood  and  youth ; 
and,  by  fond  recollection,  we  enjoy  again 
the  innocent  amusements  of  our  former 
days ;  or  trace  with  wonder  and  astonish¬ 
ment  the  many  dangers  and  ways  of  death 
we  have  passed  through  unhurt,  and  most¬ 
ly  unheeded  by  us;  we  are  thus 'led  by 
reflection  to  admire  and  adore  that  muni¬ 
ficent  Being,  whose  kind  providence  has 
been  our  guard  and  protection,  thrQpgh 
every  moment  of  our  lives  that  is  past,  in 
whom  we  trust  for  all  we  need'in  this  pre¬ 
sent  life,  and  in  whom  we  place  our  hopes 
of  future  felicity. 

How  often  I  think  on  the  scenes  of  my  child¬ 
hood, 

The  meadows  and  fields  where  the  wild  flow¬ 
ers  grew ; 

The  orchards,  the  pond,  the  glade,  and  the 
Wildwood, 

And  the  social  delights  that  my  infancy 
knew. 

The  dew-spangled  lawn,  and  the  green  grassy 
meadow, 

The  copse  where  the  birds  warbled  sweetly 
their  lay; 
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Where  oft  in  the  wide-spreading  trees*  ample 
shadow, 

We  felt  the  sea  breese  in  the  heat  of  the 
day. 

I  remember  the  road,  with  its  winding  and 
turning, 

The  green  living  hedgerow  that  skirted  the 
way; 

The  field  it  enclos’d  where  the  brick-kiln  was 
burning ; 

And  the  pits  where  they  dug  up  the  smooth 
yellow  clay. 

And  I  have  not  forgot  when  a  storm  was  a  com- 

The  hoarse  rumbling  noise  of  the  waves  of 
the  sea ; 

The  old  hollow  log  where  the  partridge  was 
drumming, 

And  the  woodpecker  pecking  the  hollow  oak- 
tree. 

I  remember  the  old*fashion’d  mansion  we  liv’d 
in, 

With  the  bay  and  the  beach,  and  the  ocean 
in  view; 

The  swamp  and  the  brake  where  the  singing- 
birds  built  in, 

And  the  tree  by  the  lane  where  the  thorn- 
apples  grew. 

In  that  old-fashion’d  house,  in  this  lov’d  situa¬ 
tion, 

With  small  panes  of  glass,  and  the  clean  oak¬ 
en  floors ; 

Content  was  our  lot,  and  no  fear  of  invasion, 

Not  a  bar,  nor  a  lock,  nor  a  bolt  to  the 
doors. 

But  wdiat  was  the  cause  of  that  tranquil  enjoy¬ 
ment  ? 

Not  the  house,  nor  the  fields,  nor  the  pros¬ 
pects  so  rare ;  ^ 

Not  the  orchards,  nor  pond,  nor  the  rural  em¬ 
ployment. 

But  the  dearly  lov’d  friends  of  my  bosom 
were  there. 

And  the  day  that  we  parted,  the  heart  rending 
anguish 

No  pen  can  descrihe,  neither  pencil  portray ; 

To  me  all  the  beauties  around  seem’d  to  lan¬ 
guish, 

And  all’  the  gay  scenes  quickly  faded  away. 

Those  transient  enjoyments  how  fair  and  how 
fickle, 

They  sppng  up  and  bloom  like  the  flowers  in 
May ; 

But  trouble  and  care  thrust  in  the  sharp  sickle, 

Tfiey’re  etit  down,  and  wither,  and  die  in  a 
day. 

But  the  joys  of  the  faithful  are  ever  increas* 
ing, 

Their  source  is  celestial,  their  Author  di¬ 
vine  ; 

In  the  truth  they  rejoice,  and  their  prospects 
are  pleasing, 

,  In  glory  and  beaaty  for  ever  to  shine. 


There  is  nothing  more  instructing  to 
mankind  than  the  history  of  past  time. — 
What  darkness  and  obscurity  would  cover 
the  pfmt  ages,  if  there  had  no  record 
made  and  handed  down  to  us  of  those 
times ;  what  a  relief  to  the  mind  has  the 
Bible  afforded  us  $  here  we  have  an  ao* 
count  of  the  beginning  of  the  creation  of 
the  heaven  and  the  earth,  and  the  progress 
of  the  work  ^^n  Almighty  band  during 
six  days ;  al^Plb  institution  of  a  day  of 
rest ;  the  ongin  of  man,  their  history  from 
Adam  to  Noah,  the  deluge,  who  were 
saved  in  the  ark,  their  generations,  their 
transmigrations,  the  confusion  of  language 
in  the  land  of  Shinar,  the  generations  from 
Shem  to  Abram,  the  promise  made  to 
Abram,  bis  amiable  disposition  exempli¬ 
fied  in  settling  a  dispute :  au  example  so 
consonant  with  the  precepts  of  the  Gos¬ 
pel  should  never  be  forgotten — an  Elder 
laying  aside  at  once,  so  easily  and  volun¬ 
tarily,  all  his  just  claims  to  superiority, 
and  for  the  sake  of  restoring  peace, 
preserving  it,  •gives  the  preference  to  his 
nephew  Lot.  There  was  a  strife  be¬ 
tween  the  berdmen  of  Abram’s  cattle,  and 
the  herdmen  of  Lot’s  cattle :  and  Abram 
said  unto  Lot,  Let  there  be  no  strife,  I  pray 
thee,  between  me  and  thee,  and  between 
my  herdmen  nnd  thy  herdroefi,  for  we  are 
brethren.  Is  not  the  whole  land  before 
thee  ?  separate  thyself,  I  pray  thee,  from 
me  :  if  thou  wilt  take  the  left  hand,  then 
I  will  go  to  the  right ;  or  if  thou  depart  to 
the  right  hand,  then  1  will  go  to  the  left.” 

If  all  mankind  were  actuated  by  such  a 
spirit  and  principle  as  this,  discord  would 
fiy  from  the  habitations  of  men,  weapons 
of  war  could  be  converted  into  implements 
of  husbandry,  and  there  would  be  no 
more  necessity  for  men  to  learn  the  art 
of  destroying  each  other.  Examples  like 
this  are  above  all  praise,  and  should  be 
followed  and  imitated  by  all  who  wish  to 
be  happy  in  this  world  or  in  that  which 
is  to  come. 

After  the  separation  of  Abram  and  Lot, 
Abram’s  love  and  friendship  did  not  ap¬ 
pear  to  be  in  the  least. abated:  when  he 
heard  of  the  captivity  of  Lot  and  his  house¬ 
hold,  with  what  fervent  zeal  did  he  fiy  to 
their  deliverance;  and  when  he  was  in¬ 
formed,  that  the  wickedness  of  the  inhabi¬ 
tants  was  likely  to  bring  destruction  upon 
the  city  where  his  nephew  dwelt,  with 
what  earnest  scdicitude  did  he  beseech  the 
Lord  to  spare  the  place;  and  such  was 
the  goodness  of  his  heart,  that  he  appear- 
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ed'to  hi^e  no  doubt  but  tliiire  were  at  least 
ten  righteous  persons  in  the  city,  and  there¬ 
fore,  When  he  obtained  the  promise,  that 
should  there  be  found  ten  righteous  per¬ 
sons  therein,  the  city  should  spared  for 
the  ten’s  sake,  he  appeared  perfectly  sat¬ 
isfied  that  the  city  would  be  saved,  but  alas, 
the  ten  were  not  to  be  found. 

Although  the  Scriptures  of  truth,  writ¬ 
ten  by  inspiration,  are  iD|M|aparab]y  supe¬ 
rior  to  all  other  writingsJ^R  other  records 
are  frequently  of  great  use  in  conveying 
a  knowledge,  whereby  mankind  may  be 
benefitted. 

(To  be  CoiiUnned) 


that  they  presently,  in  wild  disorder,  ran 
oat  of  the  church :  their  eagerness  to  haste 
away  putting  all  in  a  tumult.  Mr.  Baxter, 
without  visible  disturbance,  sat  down  in 
the  pulpit.  After  the  hurry  was  over,  he 
resumed  his  discourse,  and  said,  to  com¬ 
pose  their  minds,  ‘‘We  are  in  the  service 
of  God  to  prepare  ourselves,  that  we  inay 
be  fearless  at  the  great  noise  of  the  dis¬ 
solving  world ;  when  the  heaven  shall  pass 
away,  and  the  elements  melt  with  fervent 
heat,  the  earth  also,  and  the  works  therein 
shall  be  burnt  up. 


BOUDALONE. 


THE  ORIGIN  OF  WHITSUNTIDE. 


The  reputation  for  eloquence  which 
this  celebrated  preacher  very  early  acqui¬ 
red,  reaching  the  ears  of  Louis  XIV.,  his 
Majesty  sent  for  him  to  preach  the  Advent 
Sermon,  iu  I67O ;  which  he  did  with  such 


The  leisure  days  after  seed  time  had  aV' 

lieea  chosen  by  our  Saxon  ancestors  for  Majesty  sen  lor  h.ni  to  preach  the  Advent 

folk-motes,  or  conventions  of  the  people.  1670;  which  he  did  with  such 

It  was  not  till  after  the  Norman  coliquest,  sa^ess,  that  he  was  retained  for  many  yearn 

that  the  Pagan  festival  of  Whitsuntide  fully 

melted  into  the  Christian  holiday  of  Pen-  of  preachers,  and  the  preach- 

ticost.  The  original  name  is  WkUtenHde,  James  himselt  said.  He 

the  time  of  chm^ing  the  t«te,  or  wise  men  of  B^a- 

•  to  the  Witttmgen^e.  It  w4  consecrated  novelties  of  another.  With 

to  Hertha,  the  goddess  of  peace  and  fertil-  f.  air,  Boudalone  had  Htfle  ac 

ity ;  and  no  qnanels  might  be  maintained,  generaUy  half  do- 

no  blood  shld,  daring  this  truce  of  the’  sed,  and  penetrated  the  hearts  of  the  pe<^ 
goddess.  Each  villa^,  in  the  absence  of  P'f  ‘’J  the  sound  of  a  voice  "nf™  arid 
L  Baron  at  the  assembly  of  the  nation,  ^olet^.  On  one  occasion,  he  turned  the 
engaged  a  kind  of  Saturnalia.  The  vas^  Pe'“»;a"ty,  of  his  external  aspect  to  a  very 

sab  met  upon  the  common  green  around  ’“"‘f '1 
the  maypole,  when  they  elelted  a  village  s®“«-awiAening  terms,  a  sinner  of  the  first 

lord,  or  king,  as  he  was  called,  who  chcSe  “ag"**-*,  he  suddenly  opened  his  eyes, 
his  queen.  He  wore  an  oaken  and  she  a  <=“ti"g  them  full  on  the  king,  who 

hawthorn  wreath;  and  together  they  gave  “^VtPPT®  iXu  headed,  i"  a  voice 
laws  to  the  rustics’  spom  during  these  of ‘hunder,  “Thou  art  the  man.”  The 
sweet  days  of  freedom.  The  maypole  then  effect  was  magical-confounding.  When 
is  the  English  tree  of  liberty.  fio'^hed  his  discourse,  he  i^romedi- 

®  ^  ately  went,  and  throwing  himself  at  the 

— feet  of  his  sovreign,  “  Sire,”  said  he,  “  be- 
ANECDOTES 

voted  of  your  servants,  but  punish  him 
Mr.  Baxter,  after  his  coming  to  Lon-  not,  that  in  the  pulpit  he  can  own  no  oth- 
don,  continued  in  the  principal  exercise  er  master  than  the  King  of  Kings.” 
of  his  life,  the  preaching  of  the  gospel  of  - 

our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ.  He  cxnwir 

preached  at  St.  Dunstan’s,  Fleet-street,  on  ®  ORK. 

the  Lord’s-day,  in  the  afternoon,  where  on  The  Stork  also  is  a  bird  of  passage, 
the  occasion  of  a  disturbance,  he  evinced  and  goes  away  toward  winter  to  the  south- 
his  firm  faith  in  the  divine  providence,  ern  cmintries.  It  has  a  very  long  beak, 
and  his  unshaken  fortitude.  St  Dunstan’s  and  long,  red  legs.  It  feeds  on  serpents, 
Church  was  then  very  old,  and  so  much  frogs  and  insects.  As  it  seeks  for  these 
out  of  repair,  that  the  people  considered  in  watery  places,  nature  has  provided  it 
it  unsafe  to  meet  in  it ;  and  while  Mr.  Bax-  with  long  legs.  And  as  it  flies  to  the  nest 
ter  was  one  day  preaching  there,  something  with  its  prey,  its  bill  is  strong  and  jagged, 
in  the  steeple  fell  down,  and  the  noise  to  hold  fast  what  it  has  taken.  She  like*’ 
struck  such  a  terror  into  die  congregation,  wise  digs  wifli  her  bill  into  the  eardi  for 
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snakes  or  adders,  whiek  she  carries  to  her 
young.  Most  of  her  feathers  are  white. 

She  lays  but  four  eggs,  and  sits  for  thirty 
days. 

But  what  renders  this  bird  more  re¬ 
markable  is,  its  steady  love  to  its  parents. 

It  never  forsakes  them  when  they  are  old, 
but  tenderly  feeds  and  defends  them,  as  but  a  guard  to  virtue.  It  is  a  kind  of 
long  as  tliey  live.  quick  and  delicate  feeling  in  the  sold,  which 

The  follon'ing  adventure  of  a  tame  stork  makes  her  shrink  and  withdraw  heT?^ 
some  years  ago  itk  the  university  of  Tubin-  from  every  f hm  danger  in  it.^^ 
gen,  seems  to  shew  a  degree  of  understand-  But  whether  this  should  be  understood  to 
ing,  which  one  would  scarce  expect  in  the  apply  in  the  manner  that  it  is  applied  by 
bnite  creation.  This  bird  lived  quietly  in  some,  is  not  so  clear.  When  persons  are, 
the  court-yard,  till  codnt  Victor  Gravenitz,  ir^formedy  themare  not  so  ready  to  ta^ 
then  a  student  tliere,  shot  at  a  stork’s  nest,  up  every  thin^n  the  worst  sense,  or  apply 
adjacent  to  the  college,  and  probably  it  in  a  way  to  offend.  When  expressions 
wounded  the  stork  then  in  it.  This  ha[>-  are  made  use  of,  or  ideas  conveyed  in 
pened  in  autumn,  when  foreign  storks  usu-  writing,  for,  the  instrmtidn  of  those  to 
ally  leave  Germany.  The  next  spring  a  w.hom  they  are  directed,  although  the  low 
stork  was  observed  on  the  roof  of  the  col-  and  vulgar  may  talk  about  an  offence  to 
*!ege,  which  after  a  time  came  down  to  the  modeetyy  yet  the  more  enlightened  will  * 
upper  gallery;  the  next  day  something  only  see  the  propriety  and , necessity  of 
lower,  and  at  last,  by  degrees  quite  into  usii.g  language  to  make  things  plainly  ap- 
the  court.  The  tame  stork  went  to  meet  pear  as  they  are.  Some  persons  are 
him  with  a  soft  cheerful  note,  when  the  ready  to  blush,  at  hearing  or  reading  those 
other  fell  upon  him  with  the  utmost  fuiy.  things  to  which,  a  loose  or  unchaste  roean- 
The  spectators  drove  him  away ;  but  he  ^  ing  might  be  attached,  becsiuse  their  minds 
c^e  again  the  next  day,  and  during  the  are  too  quick  to  take  things  in  the  worst 
whole  summer,  there  were  continual  skir-  light ;  this  is  false  modesty.  Never  ap^ 
mishcs  between  them.  The  spring  fol-  pear  to  place  an  evil  construction  oh 
lowing,  instead  of  one  stork,  came  four,  things,  you  read  ox- hear ^  and  if  they 
and  attacked  him  all  at  once.  A  surpri-  should  have  been  so  intended,  they  lose 
sing  event  followed.  All  the  turkies,  ducks  their  effect.  These  remarks  have  been 
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rampart  round  him,  against  so  unequal  a  tor,  was  improper  to  be  published  or  read 
combat.  This  secured  him  for  the  pres-  by  many,  and  that  it  had  a  tendency  to 
ent.  But  in  the  beginning  of  the  third  raise  impure  ideas— perAa/w  if  might  as 
spring,  about  twenty  storks  suddenly  alight-  well  have  been  left  out.  And  so  we 
ed  into  the  court,  and  before  the  poor  might  say  of  much  of  the  Old  and  New 
stork’s  life-guards  could  form  themselves,  Testaments ;  the  words  of  the  Prophets, 
or  the  people  come  to  his  assistance,  they  and  of  Christ  himself,  when  read  by  such 
left  him  dead  on  the  spot;  which  none  fastidious  persons,  become  impure:  and 
could  impute  to  any  thing  but  the  shot  all  the  answer  we  can  give  to  such  persons 
fired  by  cpunt  Victor  at  the  straqge  stork’s  is A  certain  young  women  being  at  a 

loss  to  inquire  for  Catgut^  it  shocking  her 
-■QQO^  modesty  to  make  use  of  the  proper  word, 

ANECDOTE.  only  made  herself  a  laughing  stock,  by 

An  Irishman,  on  board  the  Steam-Boat  asking  of  the  shop-keeper,  if  he  had  any 
from  Trenton  to  Philadelphia,  understand-  of  pusses  inwards  to  sell, 
ing.  the  President  of  the  United  States  was  — 

on  board,  went  up  to  him  and  asked  the  The  New-York  yearly  Conference  of 
honor  of  shaking  hands ;  and  in  answer  the  Methodist  Society,  consisting  of  Min. 
to  the  President’s  question,  bow  he  liked  isters  and  lay  delegates,  commences  to- 
this  country,  said,  he  intended  to  become  a  morrow.  There  will  be  preaching  at  f 
N(dive//f  The  President  smiled,  and  o’clock,  on  Wednesday,  Thursday,  and 
said,  we  should  be  hanov  to  have  such.  Friday  evenimrs.  at  thp  rru^ti  n<r  lirMiatts  .n 


The  procession  is  to  pass  op  Greenwicb-Street,  ii»RRlED. 

to  Canal  and  BroaJway,  to  Broome,  to  on  ifie-stth  tat.  .t  Ftottati,  b,  h„.  mr. 

the  down  to  Pearl-stmt,  and  the  Bat-  n,.  HUheeck,  of  tbir  ciiy.  to  Min  CsroUne 

iejy.  where  the  water  prow«gn,  «^  Ae  lan^  V«d.Vof  teefonoerpLe. 

will  be  near  each  other.  TlRielts  to  be  rung  _  ,  _  „  „  -  _.  „  . 

as  on  other  days  of  rejoicing. 

The  Snptenie  Conrt,  in  Vi^nia,  in  a  slander  **■  PW>»deipiiia,  lo  Fruice>  ilonin,  dangbier  of  the  Uon. 
case,  lately,  in  which  Mr.  Hardwick  and  bis  J««»«  D««nport,  of  Snmferd,  conn, 
wife  were  plaintiffs,  gave  6000  dollars  to  the  «»«n'ns>  by  Rev.  Mr.  Snodgms,  Mr.  Joseph  T. 

plaintiffs,  and  would  have  give^imore  had  the  MUIer,  of  Newark,  to  Mist  Barbara  Dunbar,  of  this  city, 
defendant  been  worth  it.  Same  evening,  by  W.  M.  Stiiwell,  Mr.  Danid  Leflerts,  to 

Slateen  persons  lost  their  lives  at  the  latmch-  Miss  Jane  Taylor,  all  of  this  city, 
ing  of  the  Princess  Charlotte^  ship  of  the  line,  at  Same  day,  by  Rev.  Hr  Schacfi'er,  Mr.  Jonathan  8bep« 


DIED. 


John  C.  Totten,  Printer,  No.  9  Bowery# 


